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aquiline nose drooped motionless above his chest and his arms
hung down at his sides. His face was pale and he kept sucking at
his cheeks in some queer manner which emphasised the promi-
nence of his cheek-bones. His thoughts hovered around the for-
lorn happenings in the olden times that had left Launcelot du
Lac to perish so miserably in that little chantry, hut these
thoughts were affected and the man was not unaware of it, by
what he felt, beyond any definite explanation, about that dia-
logue in the sheepf old.
"Launcelot's death," he said to himself, "was one of the sad-
dest things that have ever happened in this unhappy world." As
he went on pondering upon this tall heroic lover*s decline and
how he lost a cubit of his stature among those flesh-scourging
monks, his eyes began to close, and that particular kind of drow-
siness that comes to human beings when the pitiableness of all
human affairs presses wearily upon them, weighed down his
eyelids.
All human minds, as they move about over the face of the
earth, are in touch with a dark reservoir of our race's psychic
garbage. Just as all the thrilling and vibrating thoughts that
have animated human organisms survive the deaths of these or-
ganisms, so all the heavy, cloddish, murderous, desolate thoughts,
in which free will and faith and happiness perish like asphyxi-
ated gnats, roll themselves in a foul torrent into a great invisible
planetary Malebolge. This Malebolge is always present and
near, a little way below the surface, for all our human minds;
and it only needs certain occurrences, or certain arrangements of
matter, to cause an odious and devastating effluvia from its
surface-scum to invade the arteries of our consciousness.
Although their ignorance of what that sheepfold talk had
been about forbade any discussion of it between them, yet some
residue of it floated there above the purple arm-chair and hov-
ered in that little kitchen above the stove, acting as an invoker
of those blighting waters of Malebolge, and saturating Num-
ber Five, Old Wells Road with that sick and sour undersea of
abhorrence which human thoughts in their malice and their
weakness have created for their own torment.
By the middle of their tea, however, they both felt more cheer-